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gcs The TrvoN oble Xinfmn* 

‘Baugh. Asever you heard, bu£ fay nothing? 

1. Fr. No* (him, 

Baugh. They come from all parts of the Dakedometo 

He warrant ye, he had notfo few laft night 
As twenty to difpatch,hccT tickl’t up 
In two howres.ifhis hand be in. 

lay. She’* loft 
Paft all cure* 

r Bro. Heaven forbid man* 

Baugh. Come hither, you are a wife man. 
t.Fr.Do’s the know him? 

2 . Fr. No, would fiie did. 

Baugh. Y ou are matter of a Ship ? 

Jay. Y es. 

Baugh. Wher's your Compaffe ? 
lay. Heere. 

Baugh . . Set it too’th North. 

And now direct your conrfe to’ch wood, wher TaUmn 

Lyes longing for mejFor the Tackling 

Let me alonej Come waygh my hearts, checrely. 

All. Owgh,owgh,owgh,tis up, the wind's faire,top the 
Bowling, out with the maine faile,wher’s your 
Whittle Matter ? 

Bro. Lcts gec her in. 
lay . Vp to the top Boy. 

Bro. Wher’s the Pilot ? 
i. Fr. Heere, 

Baugh. What ken’ftthou? 

3. Fr i Afairewood. 

Baugh. Beare for it mafteivtake about : Singes. 

When ffinthia with her borrowed light % &c. Exeunt. 

Scsena a. Enter Emilia alone yvith 2 . Figure t. 
Emilia. Yet I may binde thofe wounds up,tbat muft 
And bleed to death for my fake elfe^Ile choofe, (open 

And end their ftrife: Two fuch yong haufotn men 
Shall never fall for me, their weeping Mothers, 
Following the dead cold afhes of their Sonnes 
Shall never curfe my cruelty: Good heaven, 

.. , . ' — wf> at 


william Shakespeare Two Noble Kinsmen (stc 11075) 



The 7wo Foble Kmjmen « 

What a fweet face has Arche} ifwifenature <j 

With all herbeft endowments ,all thofe bcutics 
She fowes into the birthes of noble bodies, 

Wereherca mortall woman, andbad in her 
The coy denialls of yong Mayaes,yctdoubtle , 

She would run mad for this man: what an eye ? 

Juft fuch another wanton Ganimead , „ 

SetLove a firewitb,and enfored the god 
Snatch up the goodly Boy, ana fet him by him 
A (billing conttcllatiomW hat a Draw, 

Of what a fpacious Ma jetty he carries ? 

Arch’d like the great eyd Ivno’s, but far fweeter. 

Smoother then Telops Shoulder ? Fame and honour 
Me thinks from hence, as from a Promontory 
Pointed in heaven, Chould clap their wmgs,and ling 
Toall the under world, the Loves, and Fights 
Of gods, and fueh men neerc ’em- Falamon t 
Is but his foyle, to him, a meere dull {hadow, 

Hee’s fwarth, and meagre, of an eye as heavy 
As if he had loft his mother ; a ttill temper. 

No ftirring in him,no alacrity, 

Of all this fprightly ftiarpenes,not a fmilc ; 

Yetthefe that we count erreurs may become him: ;; 

7{*rci$Ht was a fad Boy, but a heavenly .* 

Oh who can finde the bent of womans fancy ? 

I am a Foole,tny reafon is loft in me, 

I have no choice, and I have ly ’d fo lewdly 
That women ought to beate me. On my knees 
I askc thy pardon .* Palawan, thou art alone. 

And only beutifull, and thefe the eyes, 

Thefe the bright lamps of beauty, that command # 

And threaten Love, and what yong May d dare crone ’em 
W hat a bold gravity, and yet inviting 
Has this browse manly face ? O Love, this only • 

From tbishowreis Complexion : Lye there jirtite, 
Thou art a changlmg to hia^a mccre Gipfey. • 

And 
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